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have our private reservations.    There is a ship's
doctor, who has been called a hard case by those
who know him, for he has grown grey and serious
in watching humanity from the Guinea Coast to
the South Seas.    He only smiles now when listen-
ing to a religious or a political discussion, and
might not be supposed to have any more regard for
the mysteries than you would find in the Co?d
Storage Gazette.    When he is home again we go
to the British Museum.    Ijle always takes me
there.    It is one of his weaknesses.    I invited
him, when last we were there, to let us search out
a certain exhibit from Egypt about which curious
stories   are  whispered.    " No  you   don't,55   he
exclaimed peremptorily.   He gave me no argu-
ment, but I gathered that it is very well to be
funny about such coincidences, yet that one never
certainly knows, and that it is better to regard the
unexplored dark with a well-simulated respect till
one can see through it.    He had, he said, known
of affairs in the East, and they were not provided
for in the books ; he had tried to see through titem
from all points, but not with the satisfaction ie
desired.    For that reason he never invited trouble
unless he knew it was not tjiere.